TITCH FIELD 


POETICAL ESSAY: 


By FOHN MISSING. 


To us there wants not many a happy Seat ; 
Look round the ſmiling Land,” ſuch Numbers riſe, 


We bardly fix bewilder d in our Choice. 
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known, 

In Song unſolemniz d, whilſt ev ry Bard 
Lifts high his fav'rite Vill' to ſacred Fame ? 

Still Cooper's Hill tho Denham's dead ſurvives, 

And lin immortal in his deathleſs Lines; 5 
Still Mind ſor's Beauties glow ſerenely bright, 

And bloom eternal in the Strains of Pope : 

And ſhall not I attempt to raiſe thy Name, 

Thou much-lov'd native Place ? tho' weak my Muſe, 
And artleſs be my Hand; yes, tis reſoly'd 1 3 10 
And thou, obſcure, no more fhalt bury'd lie 


A ſmall Market-Town in the County of Southampton. | 
- Si In 


In dark Oblivion, but enjoy due Praiſe; 

Thou my Parnaſſus; and thy gentle Stream 

Shall prove my Helicon : inſpir'd by thee 

dare attempt to ſing, tho elſe unskill'd. 135 


What pleaſing Proſpects here my Mind delight, 
Whilſt ev'ry View ſtrikes home upon my Soul 
In ſweet Senſations ? Yonder verdant Meads 
often wander d o'er, in pleaſing Peace 
And youthful Innocence of Mind, unſtain'd 20 
By the Pollutions of the diſtant Town: 
Nor ſhall the pleaſing Murmurs of thy Stream 


Be e'er forgot, if ought my Verſe can do; 

Which oft” in me near-walking has arous'd 

Poetic Rapture ; and awak'd my Soul "43 
With tuneful Melody to ſolemn Song. 


Sweet! 50 


[5] 


| Sweetly romantic is the Proſpe& round; 
Here winds the Vale, and filent in the Midſt 
The ſolemn River parts the vary d Meads, 
And glides along e y flow ; 
Nor murmurs as it paſſes ; till, anon, 


Down the abrupt Deſcent it ruſhing foams ; 


And roars, and thunders to the adverfe Hills > 


Again becalmed, adown the Vale it flows, 

And reaches ſoon the much reſounding Main: 
Not diſtant far the babbling Brook. behold, 
That o'er the Pebbles ſwiſtly glides along, 
And murmurs ſweetly; down the Vale it runs, 
Till by Degrees (by various Springs ſupply d) 
It widens to the Sight, and forms a Pool 
Capacious, deep and broad; for Art detains 


The Waters, nor permits to reach the Sea: 
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[6] 
Here ſafely reſt in Shoals the finny Breed, 
The filver Trout, beſpangled oer with Gold, 


Glides here ſecure, nor dreads the Angler's Hook ; 


The ſhining Carp lies in his ooſy Bed, 

Fearleſs of the entangling Net, and here 

Riots the Eel, amidft the flimy Mud, 

Nor fears a Scant of Waters: Miſſing theſe 
You viſit oft"; -—- — O patronize my Song, 
And may my Maſe and Theme at once delight. 


But oft the Otter in the Dead of Night 


Glides down the Stream, and ravages the Floods ; 


By Day amidſt the ruſtling Reeds he lurks, 
And as his Deeds are evil, flies the Light; 
ss the 883 Thief (of Day afraid) 

In ſecret hides him till the Night's Approach; 


® Thomas Miſſng, Eſa; 
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[7] 
Then lawleſs ruſhes forth to ſeek for Prey; 
Behold the Villain's Track, here plant your Gins, 


And ſeize the Murd'rer here, while on his Search: 


That done, in Triumph, to tie Village bear 
The hoſtile Animal; there let the Dogs 
The rav ning Traitor bait, and glut their Rage;. 


Jill he beneath their Vengeance juſtly falls, 
And ſuffers for his Crimes: Nor let the Gun 


Be ſpar d from the deſtructive Cormorant 

The Fiſh to guard; for in the Face of Day 
He dares to come, and in his Beak, or Claws, 
Bears off his Prey: Behold him rife ev'n now, 
And lift the rigling Eel aloft in Air, 
Unus d to ſoar on high amid the Clouds; 

But ſee the Gun well- aim d; the Bullets fly. 
Impetuous. thro the yielding Element, 

And as the Noiſe reſounds, the Plund' rer falls 


Too 


[$8] 


To Earth, but ſtill retains his Prey; and grafps 


There view the adverſe Hills, the Eaſtern ſee 
Juſt reddens with the Dawn ; now o'er its Top 
Appears the Sun, and ſhines refalgent forth ; 
Pehold the Trees lift up their Heads to Hewv'n, 
And ſpread around their Branches, fhelt'ring all 
The weaker Shrubs, clad with delightful green; 
There ſee the Fields well-cultivated laugh 
With Ceres” Bounty crown'd; and here the Flocks 
Rove on the Weſtern Hill; and bleat aloud ; 
While Herds, reſponſive, in the Valley low. 


73 
* 
It faſt, tho in the Agenies of Dean. 


do 


See Northward from the Town a * Manfion riſe, 


And claim our Rev rence for it's wond'rous Age : 


1 7 itchfield Palace. 
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Its antient Head, and threatens "FA a Fall; 


[ 9:] 


Tho now its tott'ring Tow rs are ſank in Duſt, 
And all ith foenier Glockes are-n0 more 2 od 
Yet ſhall the Muſe (well knowing what it was) 
Its Origin declare, and whence it roſe. 

When the firſt Edward England's Sceptre ſway'd, 
A Baron liv'd, and Edgar was his Name, 
Valiant in War, and sxilrd in Arts of Peace; 95 
Near this he dwelt where yonder * Tow'r uprears 


(A Farmer's Dwelling now tho' then a Lord's ;) 

One Morn' acroſs the Vale he took his Way | 

In Contem plation deep, till ſtruck at exc | 100 
By the loud Fall of the indignant Stream 
He Ae back, and from his Reſverie 
Awoke; by Chance at the ſome Time a Maid 


Paſs'd by, more beauteous than the rifing Dawn ; 


Her Skin like poliſh'd Alabaſter ſeem'd 
a It, Margaret 'S. 
B 
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100 
Jetty her Hair; black as the downy Sloe 
Her charmful Eyes; her Cheeks with Bluſhes glow'd, 
Like fair Aurora uſh'ring in the Day; 
Her thin ſoft Lips wore a Vermillion Dye ; | 
Her poliſh'd Teeth like Iv ry Rows appear'd ; 110 
Her dimply Chin was elegantly form'd ; 
White was her Neck ; and hke the new-fall'n Snow 
Her heaving Breaſts; her well-turn'd Shape he view'd 
With Admiration; and her ongd {month Arms, 
And Fingers ſmall, and tap'ring, pleas'd his View; 115 
Erect her Stature; and ber heav'nly Mein 


Struck to his Soul; he gaz d upon the Fair, 
And felt the God of Love in ev ry Vein: 


At length he ſpake, or rather ſtrove to ſpeak, 
For the unfiniſh'd Accents dy d away 120 


Upon his quiv'ring Tongue; his am rous Looks 
She ſaw, and his diſorder d Soul alarm'd. 
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Her Fears, at once ſhe trembled and ſhe fled; 
He ſtood aſtoniſnh'd while ſhe reach d the Town, 
Unable to purſue ; what could he do! 


Eliza (fo the Fair was cal d) was fled, 


But left her Image ftamp'd upon his Heart ; 

Some time. he mus'd, nor knew what Courſe to take ; 
| But ſoon reflecting on his Heaps of Wealth, 

His Lands, and Honours, that he could beſtow, 130 
His Pride at once proclaim'd the Maid his own : 

Ah! little did he think in her Eſteem 


How ſmall were Toys of Empire, when compar'd | 
A With Celadon, her lov'd, her faithful Swain. 


p Reſolv'd at laſt he offer'd to the Fair 135 
| His high Condition, and the nuptial Tye, 


Would ſhe conſent, and yield him up her Heart : 
| How dreadfully amaz'd he ſtood, when ſhe 
Refus'd his Offers, and her plighted Faith 
— 


L120 


. To C:ladon confeſs d: As when a Man 
| | Struck by the Bolt of angry Fove, remains 
4 A horrid Monument of heav'nly Wrath ; 
So Edgar ſtood, aſtoniſſi d, terrify d: 
At length a Groan burſt forth: His Eyes he caſt | 
Onewhile on Heav'n, and onewhile on the Fair: 145 | 
How willingly, O Edger, would then then 
Have chang d thy Pomp, thy Honours, and thy State | | 
For Caledom s, tho hut a ruſtic Youth 2 | 

Long motionleſs he ſtood, till 'glimm'ring Hope 

| Diſpell'd the Gloom, and pointed out a Way, 150 
I: A borrid Way! thro” Murder to be bleſt : 

I Four Ruffians skilful in the Trade of Death 

b | He hired, to diſpatch the honeſt Swain, 


oe. ew eh lends Rants fades 6 io. c 6 


h | His Rival,' who was often. wont at Eve, 
With the fair Nymph im am'rous Talk engag'd, 155 
To walk along the River's verdant Banks: 
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A Wood there was, juſt where the Weſtern Hill 
Declines into the Vale, (the Place where now 


The ſolemn Manſion ſtands) here they reſolv'd 
To do the curſed Deed, and lay in wait 


Till his accuftom'd Hour to walk was come; 
The Time drew nigh, and her preſaging Heart 
Foreboded Evil, to the Youth ſhe told 

Her Fears; but Ce/adon the Virgin chear'd 


With Words like theſe, and clafp'd her to his Breaſt: 165 


Fear not my fair one; thou art Innocence; 

And Celadon with thee no Evil dreads; 

Heav'n looks well-pleas'd upon our virtuous Love; 
And ftill will guard us from impending Harms; 


He ſaid, ſhe inly-ſobbing drop'd a Tear, 170 


Nor knew the Cauſe, and with unwilling Step 
Went with her Swain again the well-known Way: 
Now to the Place they came, when lo behind 


[14 ] 
Out ruſh'd the Ruffians on the fearleſs Youth ; 
They ſeiz'd him faſt, and lifted high in Air 


Their treach'rous Blades; the Virgin ſhriek d aloud ; 


And O what Horror ſtruck her tender Soul, 
When ſhe beheld her much-lov'd Swain expire 
Beneath redoubled Wounds ! Upon the Earth 
Proſtrate ſhe fell, and call'd on Heav'n to ſave 
Her Lover, but in vain ; her Hair ſhe tore; 

She beat her beauteous Breaſt ; and frantic — 
In Fury on the bloody Villains ruſh'd ; 

Then on the murder'd Body threw herſelf, 

And held her Lover in a firm Embrace ; 


But quick ariſing loudly ſhe exclaim'd, 


O ſtay fond Youth, my faithful Shepherd ſtay, 
I too will die, and follow him I love ; 


She ſpake; and plung d at once beneath the Stream, 


Nor roſe again; for firmly fix d to die, 
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She 


[15]. 
She graſp'd a Willow's Root that ſhot athwart 
The River, and retain'd it faſt in Death. 
Edgar enrag d to find the Fair was loſt, - 


And all his Hopes abortive, ſeiz d his Sword 
Reſolv d on Death, but thoſe around preſerv'd 


Their groaning Lord, and fav'd him from himſelf = 


Near to the Place a godly Hermit dwelt, 
Who came to calm the frantic Edgars Soul; 
At length Repentance deep within his Breaſt, 
And true Contrition reign'd, for his Offence; 
His Soul grew more ſerene, and by a Vow 
(The Hermit fo advis'd) he bound. himſelf 

A Monaſt'ry to build, and dedicate 

To Heav'n, to expiate his horrid Crime,. 

Juſt vas the Lovers fell; this he perform'd, 
And hence the Structure roſe ; nor loſt the Uſe. 
For. which it was ordain'd, till Pop'ry fled.: 
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[16] 
There afterwards Southamptos liv'd in State, 
And many Nobles in a long Deſcent 


Enjoy'd it, as their Place of Reſidence ; 210 
Till Charles purſu d by CromwelÞs — ring Arm 

Found ſome ſhort Safety here; and from that Time 

It dwindled down, to what it now appears. 


How vain is human Greatneſs | bury d deep 
U wil the hor need ae 
The Founder's Name, nor could the faithlefs Stone 
Tranfmit his Mem'ry to this diſtant Age, 

Or fave itſelf from Time's enormous Scythe; 


No Trace of all its priſtine Honours now 


Remains, but one rude indigeſted Heap 220 
Appears the once ſo great and pompous Pile. 
I” | 

Weſtward from thence a goodly Scene behold, 

| 


. Now Fields of Corn, but heretofore preſerv'd 
For Game, the ruſtling Deer made his Abode | 
Amidſt 


det 
Amidſt yon Woods, and tenanted the Shade; 
Now where the Stag roam'd free, and unconfin d, 
Hedges encloſe, and Corn eres its Head, 
Flocks bleat , Herds low, and all the Lands around 
A diff rent Aſpe& wear. 

More Northward ſtill 


Dire& your Eye along the verdant Vale : 

Behold what dark'ning Clouds arreſt your View, 
And ſmoaky Volumes roll aloft in Air : 

There dwells a hardy Race; to Fire inur'd, 


And never-ceafing toil, from Morn to Eve, 
Beneath their ſturdy Blows the Anvils groan. 


Modern its Front, and neatly plain appears; 
Its Rear, high Elms from northern Blaſts defend; 
Here R:ckmon dwells, a Friend to rural Life, 


Wiſely he ſhuns the Hurry of the World, 
* An Iron Mill. b Poſbrook. 
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Southward a * Houſe fair built, and large behold, 
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In Air erected high, of modern Date, 


264 
And courts Content amid the peaceful Shades * 
Here liv'd my Sire, and from Ambition free 
Obſcurely ſpent his Days, but ſmit with Love 
Of Science, and Philoſophy profound. 


Here too the Light I firſt beheld, and near 

The Spot would I refide, till Death ſhall call 

My Body to rejoin my Parent Duſt. 
Look croſs the Vale, and fee more South a Seat, 


Built by thy Sire, O Mi, whoſe Renown 256 


For Virtue, Induſtry, and Love of Man, 


Still fills the Country round: The Orphan chear'd 
Look'd up to him, nor knew a Father's Loſs; 

The Widow found in him a certain Friend, 

And ceas'd to mourn ; no more the Innocent 250 
Were heard to groan beneath Oppreffion's Rod; 


The Poor were by his lib'ral Hand ſupplyd; 
* Stubbington; = 
Affliction 


Affliction comforted; and Woe remoy d; 
Yet where the Source from whence his Bounty flow dp 
His Induſtry alone, and fay'ring Heav'n : 
Commerce thro' him reviv d, and thro' the Land 
Spread Plenty: Trade another Aſpect wore, 


O could my Numbers equal now my Theme, 


[27] 


And ev'ry lab'ring Hand was fil'd with Joy: 


And bid thy Name illuſtrious Shade ſurvive, 
Britannia's Sons for Ages yet unborn, 

Should learn to flouriſh, and to a& from thee ; 

But ah! my Wiſh is vain, I can no more 

Than ſearch the Houſe of God by thee enlarg d, 
And there with Tears mourn o'er thy ſacred Duſt. 
View onward ſtill as far as Sight extends, 


Than which no Spot is more belov'd of Heav'n, 


More fam'd for fertile F ields, or beauteous Dames: 


» Crafton Church, 8 - The Ille of Wight. 
830 | 


Where ® Vectas verdant Hills with Clouds commix : 


There 
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wlll | | [ 28. ] 
24 There ends thy Reign, O Liberty, fenc'd in, 275 
1 | | > guarded well by Neptune's azure Realms; 

13} | 933 For far beyond the undulating Main 


Rolls wide, and where again the Land appears, 


Oppreſſion rules, and Freedom is no more: 


Thrice happy Britain! thy brave Sons are free, 280 
And far as thou extend ſt thy bleſt Domain, | 
Flouriſhes Commerce, Arts and Labour thrive ; 


And ev'ry Virtue, ev'ry Bliſs is known. ( 


Next on. the Village caſt your Eyes, were high _ 
In Air the lofty May-pole rears its Head, — p 
Ard to the World a * ſhameful Peace proclaims : | 
Then view the empty Market, how the Place . 1 
For that erected ſtands unoccupy d; 


In Times of old tis ſaid, the Town enjoy d 


Some Commerce; but it now neglected lies, 290 


This May-pole was erected on Account of the Peace of Utrecht, and 
its Vane has the Word PAX, and the Year 1713, cut thro it. 2 
| An 
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And Husbandry alone the Folk employs. 
Here Silence reigns, unleſs when rural Sports 
Call forth the roſy Youth ; and Jollity, 


And Gambols, reign around: _ How humbly bleſt 


Are theſe ? exempt from all the taſtleſs Pomp, 
And ſplendid Mis ries that attend a Court. 

See there the Vale funeral, and the Fane 
Of the moſt high, how awful is the Scene! 
This to the Seryice of the God of Heav'n 
Is dedicated, ſacred to the Dead 
Is that; around behold what Numbers ſleep 
In filent Duſt, who once wore human Forms. 
And peopled all the neighb'ring Country round: 
Here blended lie the wealthy, and the poor, 
Now undiſtinguiſh'd ; Death has levell'd all, 
And thrown Diſtinctions of the World aſide; 
Behold their. Bones, and tell me if you can, 


— 
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Which to the Beggar, which the Prince belong d:: 

No more diftinguuth'd here are Sex and Age; 

The fair and the deform'd confus'dly lie 310 

In the ſame Heap, and have one common Bed: 

Here may we view the End of all below : 5 2 
Here folemn Contemplation ſtrikes my Soul, 

And bids her moralize on what ſhe ſees: 


P 4 At * A: 0 


Learn hence you vain, how ſhort your Stay on Earth, 313 
How little Time for Vanity 's allow'd : 


Already Death's at Hand, and while you laugh 

Secure of many Years, he ſtrikes the Blow. 

And levels all your Honours with the Duſt - 

O may I be prepard. | 320 
But hark the Knell 

Sounds ſolemn ; tis the diſmal Voice of Death; 

The Summons to the Tomb ; a * beauteous Maid 


Ame the Bloom of Louth's cut off, and call'd 
0 Miſs Rebecca Monday, 


To ; 
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311 
To feaſt the Worms; her Form angelic now 
Maſt moulder into Duft, and not one Grace 
Of all ſhe once poſſeſs d remain behind: 
Attend ye Fair, and learn like her to prize 
Thoſe Charms which Death can never ſnatch away. 
Ha! what behold I now? my Father's Tomb; 
There reſt my Anceſtors, and I too there 
Muſt ſhortly with them ſleep: Let me draw near. 
Behold the Stone, uncrumbled into Duſt, 
As yet preſerves the Names of thoſe below: 
What read I there? that they were born, and dy d, 


Is all the Superſcription tells; their Lives, 


Or good, or bad, (except the laſt) conceal d; 
And all the Fame by this convey'd's no more 


Than what the Duſt beneath had once a Name: 


But ſee the laſt, © Here Msffng lies, a Man 
Of Probity, and unſuſpected Truth. 
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Hail parent Shade, thy Race thou well haſt run; 
And may my Deeds on Earth reſemble thine, 
Like thee retir'd from Noiſe and worldly Strife, 


Td roam the Plains and trace the Works of God: 
Be Honeſty the Purpoſe of my Soul 345 
And be my Truth like thine without a Stain. 
Now let us enter, and the Temple view ; 


Here Silence and Solemnity reſide: 

But often Silence flies, when Duty calls 

The willing People to adore their God. 330 
Here aften ſolemn Pray'r is heard ' and hence 


Loud Hallelujahs ſent from Souls devout, 
Ariſe to Heav'n. 


Within the ſacred Walls 
More Tombs I view ; this to the Left appears 


Effac'd, and all its Decorations loſt ; 355 


With Difficult y from the mould'ring Stone, 


I learn 


33 J 
I learn a Husband's Sorrows for a Wife 


| Belov'd, and ſympathiſing mourn ; the right 
Preſents me with the Names of ſome unknown 


Till now ; ſome of a later Date I view; 


Others devouring Time has ſwept away. 

Behold Sonthampton's Monument enclos'd, 
' Well-finiſh'd is the curious Pile ; fee there 
The Marble feems to weep, and here to pray; 
On high, the Furniture of War behold. = 
The ruſty Helmet, and diſcolour'd Shield; 
Around, the Names of thoſe who lie interr'd ; 
Beneath, the gloomy Vault; there ſleeps the Duſt 
Of proud Nobility, who boaſted once 
Their Titles, and Eſtates, and all the Pomp 


The World could give, or made Ambition crave: 

Diſmal the Place; and dark unwkwlſome Air 

Dwells in the dark Receſs ; what ſhudd' ring Awe 
5 
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Ariſes as our hollow Steps reſound 

There I behold againſt the mouldy Walls, 
All the Remains of Grandeur, and Renews, 
Of Pomps, and ae Policy, and State: 
Here in my Breaſt let all Ambition die, 
And may I learn from hence to ſcorn the World, 
Its Riches, Glories, and its Follies all. 


Welcome again thou friendly Light of Day ; 


The Place I quit, but on my Heart be all 
Theſe Images engrav'd ; nor let the Scenes 
Of gayer Life eraſe 'em from my Breaft. 

But fee what Celia, Glory of the Plain, 
(And with her charming Anna) walks along, 
T' enjoy the Coolneſs of the Ev'ning Breeze, 
In youthful Grace and Innocence array'd ; 
The firſt behold, her Features how exact 
How white the Tincture of a ſnowy Skin 


390 


How 
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How ſweet her Mein ! majeſtically tall 

Her Stature, and her Shape proportion'd well 
Compleats the whole with Symmetry divine; 
While Auna 2 blooming Grace, 
And ſtands confeſt leis regularly fair: 

Nor ſhall thy Beauties in Oblivion lie 


Eliza, equal to the beauteous Dame, 
So call d, who fell to unſucceſsful Love 
A Victim, and in Titchfield s Stream expir d: £2 
A happier Lot be thine, if eer thy Heart 
(As few eſcape th' imperious Paſſion's Pow'r) 
Shall feel its Force, and thou confeſs the Dart : 
Thy Siſter too the Muſes ſhall extol, 
Fair in her Form, but fairer in her Mind, 
And with Prudentea's Name adorn my Song. 

The Country round now Summer's Liv'ry wears ; 
But when autumnal Blaſts lay waſte the Woods, 
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| L 96] Z 
And Winter binds the Floods in icey Chains, 15529 
The ruſtic Yonths purſue the feather'd Game ; | 
And loud- mouth d Dogs the W indings of the Hare - 410 
Unravel, while the Woods, the neighbꝰ ting Streams, HAS 


And diſtant Hills, echo. to the Sound. ee 


Hail much-lov'd Country ! as the Seaſons roll, 
varying the Face of Nature, thou remait᷑ ſt 
Still beautiful, no leſs when wintry Blaſts, 
And frigid Air lock up the ſecret Source 


Of Vegetation, than when Spring returns 

And clothes the Y dir fn all her blooming, Charms, 
Forgive the Muſe who in advent'rous Strains 

Has ſtrove to ſing, ang toach'd'the ſounding Lyre 420 
O Titchfield to thy Praiſe ; (vain my Eſſax 


| To raiſe thee into Fame; my Name unknown, 


And artleſs is my Maſe ;) the Will accept; 
A Wiſh is all; and I can wiſh no more. 
. 2K #1 N 7.£ 
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